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CHARACTERS. 

lOHN PuTKiNS, CeniKS-takti: 

JeHBY DOLLiJtAN. 

Phiebo Twist. 

Jase Abioail Pbbkins. 



COSTUMES. 

FuTKiva. Black swallow-tail coat, buttoned up tight ; broad-brimmed 
black hat, with deep weed ; black Lisle thread gloves; tigEit Mack 
pants; black neck atock, no wliite 'showing; spectacles! decid- 
edly seedy throughout. 

Jebsy. Fustian cut-away coat; red vest; blue necktie, white sputs; 
gray corduroy pants; red stockings; slouched hat. 

pH<£BB. Picturesque short dress, in bright colors. 

Jaiib. Eccentric old uimd's dress. 



Eutared, aecordlng lo Act ot CongreeB. 

Chakles H. SPEKceu, J 

In tLc Office of the Llbf trlaa of Coagre 
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PUTKINS. 



SCEKE. A Eiichen; a lalle, containing a pumpHn, tin dishes, 
big loaf of bread, coffee-pot, ^c. ; four chairs, broom, dust- 
pa^, J^c. 

Enter Phiebe, d. a, o., tcith vmbrellaa. 
Phate. There wasn't a solitary umbrella in the house last rain, 
and my poor Jerry not only got wet through coming here, bat wM 
througher gojng away from here, and all because there wasn't an 
umbrella to lend him. So this time I've searched the house through, 
and brought to light no less than t!iirl«en — some blue cotton, Knd 
some green cambric ; ono a sick yellow when it's wet, and no color 
when it's dry; some with handles, and some with everything but a 
handle. Dear me ; what a wicked world this is, to be sure 1 There 
ought to be a new conimandinent made about umbrellas. I've seen 
our deacon, coming out of meeting, deliberately contemplate his 
own and the sexton's umbrella, and decide in favor of the latter; 
and when Aunt Tildy, tliat sainted woman, goes out to visit the poor, 
with a shabby umbrella, she invariably comes home with a better 
one. If the world ever does burn up, I do believe the fire will start 
in an umbrella shop. Here's one (opening an umbrelid) that looks 
liko a balloon they send cats down in; that's good (kicking another') 
to frighten cows with; and this one — this lovely gingham — is big 
enough to make love under in the snmmer time, so I'il give it to ray 
dear Dolly, for he's the handsomest young man in the country. How 
all the village girls do envy mo, for they all set their caps for him. 
Then, he's so bright and funny that everybody begins to titter when 
he begins to spes^ ; and his head is as full of quotations as a peppeN 
box of pepperi and when he shakes it at you, you are sure of a 
sprinkling of Shakspeare, Paul Pry, or some of ^ose great minds ; 
and he carries a play-book in his waistcoat pocket. O (looking out 
DfteindotHft..'), here he comes, plodding along just as if !here was no 
shower. I'll throw him his green cambric. Ko, I'm loo late. 
( Voice and stamping keaid outside.) 

Enter Jehrt, i>. l. c., with milk-can. 
rhrebe. How d'ye do, Dolly? 

Jerry. Dof PhiKbe, sijueeze me and see. I bring more wate/ 
than milk this time, I reckon. 
Phahe. Hot mixed, I hope. 

Jerry. Mised? Do you know what the man in liio play says? — 
Insinualion is a bitterer pill 
Than doctors give to cure or kill. 
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Mised, Phcebe? I scorn the insinuendo I Miied? (AposlrophiStng 
mH/c-can.') Ho! — not unless Uie cow got wet through. i^Puit 
miVc-can on table.') 

J'kabe. Wliy didn't yoa borrow an umbrella? 'Twould have been 
yours, you know. 

Jerry. I know it would ; and tliat's why I wanted to borrow one 
of the parson. But he said he liadn't one; and, besides, he was 
KOing to use it. That man would send a crate of umbrellas to the 
Peejee missionaries, but the milk of his human kindness would sour 
unless it was churned in a big fhurn with his name on Ihg handle. 
O Ph<Ebe, I was born wihh a ready-made umbrella, lo sli&lter ma 
from the showers of u milk-and-water religion. 

Fhaie. There, then, Dolly, I'll give yon this one. (Owes him 
an 'umbrdla.') 

Jen-y. O Phcebe, my heart gpens to you like this umbrella. 
{Opma umlrdla.) 

Fhaibe. Then I hope you'll never shut it up. 

Jerry. Why, I should have to take the side of the house down to 
get it out 

Phcebe. Ho, no I your heart I mean. 

Jerry. Ab, 1 sec. But 'twould be just as hard to get my heart 
out of the house wiien you were in it, Phieije. 

rhabe. O Jerry ! (Sentimentally.') 

Jerry. O Phcebe! (^DraimaticaUy.') By the by, has the census- 
taking man been here lo-day? 

Fhfebe. Weil, there waa astrange kind of aman here to-day, who 
almost frightened me out of my senses ; but I didn't tliink he meant 
to take them. Ic waa a drunk butcher. 

Jerry. A drunk butcher is an object of terror to young women, 
certainly; but you misunderstand me — eensiut, not senses; swa, not sea. 

Fhabe. O, no, no such man has been here. Who is he? 

Jerry. A man who takes account of human stock. 

Fhabe. Human stock 1 What's that? 

Jerry. Men, women, and children — great and smalt, old and 
young, male and female, of both sexes. 

Fkcsbe. I never heard of such a creature before. 

Jeny. Well, if you see him once you'll know him a second time, 
for he's a curious man. I saw hira tliis morning at the Man and 
Beast tavern. He carries a, pile of big books under his arm, and has 
an ink bottle tied round his neck. He asked everybody's name, 
and the name of everybody in everybody's family, as far back bb 
anybody could remaniber anybody. He wants to know what every- 
body's worth, and is very particular to know where everybody's 
grandfather was buried, nnd if there are any long and interesting 
epitaphs on anybody's family tombstone. 

I'habe. O, mercy me 1 does he count the dead human stock ? 

Jerry, And lie asks if there are any registers in anybody's Family 
Bible; and is very particular to know if there is, or ever has been, 
anybody in your particular family by the diabolical name of some- 
tihing that sounded like Pumpkins. 
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IVimb!. He won't find any Pumpkins in oiir Familj- JJibli.', I can 
tell him. 

Jerry. He's n walking directory; a gn/etteer on legs; he's befin 
everywhere, seen eyeryboiiy, and remembers tliem nil. ( Voice of an. 
old fBOmaji heard ovtside, saying, Phq:bk, Phieub, there's a gveer 
looking man trying io gel into the back gate ikai's nailed up.) 

Phmbe. Then there's nu danger of his getting in. 
Voice. He's crawled nnder Uie bars, and ia reading the name on 
the hen-coop. 

Fkabe. Let him read, there's no secret on it. Do you know, 
Dolly, that poor Annt Tildy haa fi:ot some great secret — and she 
won't tell me what it is — that is wearing her life out. Sometimes 
she mutters, poor Tom, poor Toui, and tries as if her heart would 
breijt. Why, it was only last night, when there was a lull in the 
Etorm.and all was so still and awftil- that I shuddered for fear, slie 
cried, in a low, sobbing voice, " Dear Tom, dear Tom, where have 
you — have yon — been so long, so long?" Then the wind roared 
in Che chimnej', and Che rain beat against the windows, and i fell 
asleep, crying like a child. ( Weepa.^ 

Jerry. Don't cry, Phtebe; don't. Perhaps if this census man 
comes liere. he can tell us something about poor Tom. 

Phashe. Why, Dolly, perhaps he can ; and I'll ask hiui all about 
eveiy poor Tom he ever heard of. 

Jerry. And I'll ask him if he ever heard of a play-actor in the 
illustrloHS family of the Dollimans; and if he knows anything of a 
poor Tom, and a tragic Dolliman. It will dry the [ears in Aunt 
•Tildy's eyes, and "Dolliman will be himself again." {Tragically.) 
Enter Putkins, d. i.. c, iciih big books under his arm, immenei 
gooeegmll behind his ear, and i/ikhorn hitrtg round his neck. 

PatMns (eaiehiag latter part of Jisrbv's epeeeJi). DoUiman, Dol- 
liman; where from? 

Jerry (coolly). Haven't the slightest idea where from, nor where 
Tat going to. 

Fiu. Who lives in this house? Is he at home? 

Fkixbe {covrieaies). Patience Tildy, widow ; and slie Is at home. 

Pirf.. Our compliments to Patience Tildy, widow. One of the 
Queen's Commissioners would confer with her. (_Sit.i.) 

Fhale (courtesies again). Yea, sir. A Queen's Commissioner in 
our kitchen I Goodness, well have a new set of tin ware right off. 
{Runs off, E. 1 B, — PnTKiNS makes notes m iooft.) 

Jsrry (throwing a hag over his shovidei; mhich nearly hits Put- 
kins). Your pardon, sir, but if you want to count me, here I am ; 
but I'm off in a jiffy, like a sky-rocket. .(Imitating sound of rocket.) 

Put. Well, sir, what may I call you ? 

Jerry. You might call me what you were a mind to, but 'twouldn't 
be likely to be ray name< No, sir, I pass for Jeremiah Dolliman 
' — your servant — in these parts. 

Put. Proceed, Mr. Jeremiah, with your age, residence, &c. (Prt- 
paves to write.) 
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Jerry (aside). I'm going into his census-book like a snpprnwmerary 
fn 3 piay-bill. Who knows but that name wiil shine one ol' these 
days as a great Palatnfir or Hutii^hbai^k ! 

Put. Proceed, proceed, Mr. Dollarhill, 

Jsrry. Dollarbill? Excuse me, sir. I'm no Dollarbill, and never 
had an introduction to the family. Dolliman, sir, witliout so uiuch 
aan e hilling. 

Put. Go on, Mr. Dolliman — age, residence, Se. 

Jerry. Twenty-one and about three weeks ; residence next fiirni, 
Sc— the only so forth I can think of is Esquire. {Bell heard.) 
That's our cow-bell calliug me; good day, sir. By the by, I didn't 
get your name. 

Put. Putkins. 

Jerry. Putkins? Putkins? (In surprise.') 

Put. (aside). He's heard of a Putkins. (Aloud.) Well, sir, what 
is there so wonderful in Putkins? 

Jerry. 0, nothing, nothing I Only I've been trying for a long 
time to Und somebody to naoje our new horse afier. {Exit, i^ 1 e., 
iragically, ) 

Put. (alone). Putkins, listen to me. You're a brave fellow, Put- 
kins, and if I could un-Putkins myself, I'd take off my hat Co you, 
undaunted Putkins. Day after day, week after week, year after 
year, trampling, under foot every obstacle that rose between youand 
the magnificent fortune of an ancestor whose sole lieiryou are, — for 
to my knowledge you are, may I not say, the last rose of the sum- 
mer of the Putkins family, Absalom Putkins was a CrcEsus. This 
Crcesus was my great-grandfather's grandlather. None of the Put- 
kiuses have been worth a siipance since this Crcesus died — which 
minor item in his biography he locked up in his grave with him. 
(Takes up loaf, and aibblea it.) For twenty- three years and seven 
months have I heeu trying to find some dew to this Abialom Crtesus 
Putkins, »nd where his money went to. I devoted the major part of 
fourteen years to graveyards, that 1 might lay my tardy tribute of 
affection above his lamented asiies, until it seemed to me all the rest 
of the world was dead but a graveyard. A cemetery waa my Utopia; 
epitaphs were my victuals and drink. (Drinke out of milk-ean.) 
You might have found me in the grayiightof morning, hanging over 
some dim headstone, wmting for the sun to rise and light up the tablet; 
and at night, feeling out the letters long after the most indnstrions 
grave-di^er had shouldered his pick and gone home to supper. I 
dreamed obituaries, and fell asleep over requiescals. A skull and 
cross-bones had no more terrors for me than a jumping-jack. I could 
have gone in ahearae to a picnic of skeletons, and danced to Jim Crow 
in a tomb with the doors shut. I felt as if I had one eye in the next 
world huntingfor thespirit of A. C. Putkins, andthe other eye in this, 
trying to find wliere his money had gone to. (Drinks again.) At 
lengto I emerged IVom the dead, and came to lite again, ajid, as good 
luck would have it. I obtained (he post of census-iaker, and for nine 
years and seven months, off and on, have I been counting men, 
women, and children. Butnot yet, not quite yet, has anybody heard 
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anything of the long-lost, the lamented Absalom P. And sbali I now, 
after twenty- three years and seven montlis of unfllncliing persever- 
ance, quail before any obstacle? No; I'd eiimb mountaina higher 
than Fopo-catter-pillar, and go down to the bottom of the deepest 
boiling spnng in a lealEinji; diving-bell, if at the lop of ilie one or th« 
bottom of the otiier I coaUl discover one of the most diminutive of 
A. P.'s traces. Why falter, when I hold in my very grasp (taking 
quill from behind his ear) the key to the vanlts of my Crfflsan aiiues- 
tor. Beg your pardon, Pntkins, it's nothing but a gooaoquill. Fal- 
ter? No, no ; my road is too plain, my purpose too deep. If life is 
to be awaste,riiwaBteitiaii but un till can feast my soul with some 
unmislakable testimony of my beloved Absalom, you'll find John 
Putliins the same old delver still. (Tap heard.) Did somebody tap? 
In the temporary absence of the young woman, it devolves upon me 
to let that somebody in. {Opens door.) 
Enter Jane AnioAU. Pehkins, l., couriesying very low and eomi- 

Jane. Is Dame Tildy within, sir? I — I— mean how does she 
do to-day? I suppose this is Dr. KUlmall? (Aside). The doctor 
is a widower. 

Put. If by Dame Tildy you refer to onePatience Tildy,widow, I 
am led to suppose she is within. (^Hands her a chair, and both 
eit.) I beg you'll exouse ray saying that I haven't the most remote 
idea how she ia to-day; and I'm sorry to .disappoint you by inform- 
ing you that I'm not Dr. Killmall. I never heard of but one Kill- 
mall, and that bit of information! got from a graveyard in Eggsbury, 
the only instance I ever met of a P. 8. on a gravestone, to the effect 
that the man bnried there was the wrong man, but the right man 
was much obliged for the flattering terms of the epitaph, -and would 
inform tlie family that he bad had hia name pricked in India ink 
between his upper ribs. 

Jane (aside). What an interesting man. (Aloud.) What did 
his wife say when he came home? 

Fvi. I got my information from a tombstone; and no mention 
whatever was made there of his wife. 

Jane. Perhaps he bad ni> wife, poor man. 

Pttt. Why do you call him poor man? Are we all poor men 
who have no wives? 

Jane (aside). He insinuates that he has no wife. {Alovd.) Un- 
married — ifo. I mean, married women are inclined to say so. 

Put. What married woman have I tiie honor of addressing? 

Jane. Jane Abigail Perkina — unmarried, sir, unmarried. 

Put. Perkins! Perkins 1 (Jiising.) Sure it's not Putkinst 
same number of letters, and both begin with P. (Aside.) I'd give 
something if that woman was a Pulkins. 

Jane. No, sir, Perkins ; Perkins I was christened, and Perkins 
I expect to die. ( Sighing. ) 

Put. Could no inducement tempt you to persuade yourself thai 
you are, or might be, a Futkins? 
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Jane (rising). (Aside). Is it poaeible ihat he has offered himselt 
(Aloud.) You really must excuse me, sir, l>nE as our acqaaintanca 
lias lieen of— Bomewlint doubtful length — I — I — 

Put, (aiide). The woman is evidently laboring under the idea 
that I wish to malte a Mrs. John Putlcins of her. 

Jant (oHttiyi'aing'). And aa I have only just run over to bring 
Aunt Tildy a teeeipt for gruel — I — I — should prefer to take a lit- 
tle time to consider. (Aside.) Wliat would tho old follis say if I 
should bring home a dear husiiand, when I only just ran over with a 
receipt for gruel ? 

Put. Esonse me, Miss Perkins, but for so many years have I 
been loojiiug, hoping, longing, for a Futkins, that my very first 
impression on seeing you, and learning tiiaC your name began with a 
P, was to embrace you as I would a Putklns. 

Jane. It would, under the circumstances, have hccn but a natural 
mistake, and easily rectified afterwards. 

Pat. Wliat, embracing you? 

Jane. O, dear; how hot this kitchen iai I shall f^ntl (Fans 
htrself vrith a dnnt-pan lying on table, vihick she drops, oind pUHi 
ovi hand&erdtief, which eke'alao lets /all, and si»/cs back in chair.) 

Put. (mskes fortnard, picks vp handkerchief, and fans her). 
Tho kitchen is close, certainty. I'll Biag open all the doors and 
windows. 

Jane. So matter, no matteri thank you. I'm better now. 

Put. (reading name on handkerchief). Spunkitf Spunkit? 
Same letters as Putkins ! Put 'em in a dice-box, and you'd throw 
Putkins as often as Kunspit — no, I mean Spunkit. (Asid,e.) There'a 
some deep game here. Who knows bnt Uiey've tipped the name 
round to destroy tlie clew to the property. I'll fiolvc the mystery 
connected with this woman, if I have to miirry her for it. (Aloitd.') 
Am I right in reading Spunkit? 

Jane. Perfectly. Spunkit is the surname of my mother's second 
and present husband, and a cnnmion name where he came from. 

Put. Ah, indeed. Not a wink <>' sleep shall come to these eyes 
till I have skunked Pumpit — I mean pumped Spunkit. 

Jane. He may ^ve you a good deal of information, for he was a 
sexton once, and parish beadle now, anil his back garret is filled with 
pictures of iiimily trees, and weeping willows, and &amcd certiAcates, 
and dirty old marriage and death books. 

Put. (aside). He's my man, if she has to be my woman. (Aloud.), 
Did you ever hear him speak of one Putkins ? 

Jane. No; but it seems to me — (thinking deeply) — yes, I'm 
sure — 1 can't be mistaken — I've read some such name in an old 
Family Eegister we have. 

-Pia. (excitedly). You havol Miss Perkins, my dear Miss Per- 
kins I if my everlasting obligaUon, and gratitude, and friendship, 
«nd love, can have any attractions fcir you, produce that register. 

Jane (aside). My fate's in that register. , 

Put. (aside). My fortune's in that register. 

Jane. It's yours, (aside) or 3. A. Perkins dips an old maid. 
lExit, L., ■ ■ " 
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Put. {foUoviing her to door, and matching her). What a rata 
creature tliat woman is. If tliere were more iike her, with the same 
eelf-Baeriflcing interest in John Putkins, tlie worlil would lie lonely 
if he couldn't marry 'em all. Bless lior, she's left her umbrellal 
(Seizes one of Fkabe's, and runs out, L.) 
Enter Fh(ebb, r. 

I^ahe, She can't see jou, sir. What, gone ! Herc'a his hat and 
books. (Looking out of v/indoie.) There he goes, chasing a 
woman with all his might. Bless me, he's got my umbrella I There, 
he has fallen down right int« the green cambric ! He's so tangled 
in the whalebones he can't get out- Yes, lie's up agdn. Here ha 
comes. 
Enter Puteihs, i 

Pul. If It hadn't been for these bones (pointing (oKntireHa) these 
other bones (pointing to his riis) wouldn't have had a sound pna 
among them. How that woman did fly I Her devotion is sublime. 
(Seeing Pikese.) Well, dear ; what does Aunt Tiddledee say ? 

Flu^be. Tildy, sir, (angrily ;) T-i-I-d-y ! (spelling it.) She cant 
s«e you. She says she is nothing but a poor forlorn widow ; not 
worth connling. 

Put. (grandly'). Young woman ! assure your aunt that the census 
of Great Brilain concerns numbers, not conditions ; and that widows 
and old maids are as precious, in the eyes of the true census-taker, 
as duchesses and dowagers, and, in response to his interrogations, 
England expects every widow to do her duly. Therefore, in the 
faithful performance of my office, I would ask your aunt if she ever 
heard of a Putkins. 

Phabe (aside). Dear mc, I'm getting afraid of this creature. I 
wish Jerry would come. (Aloud.) Yes, sir; I'll runup stairs with 
your question, and down stairs with her answer. (Auns off, b., 
reptatvng, " Bid you ever hear of a Pcthinb ? ") 

Put. Hoar by Lour, minute by minute, I feel the reins of hope 
drawing tighter; and with my two new steeds — the old maid and 
the beadle, to say nothing of t!ie poor widow overhead — I venture 
to insinuate that a new impetus is about to be given to my car of 
fortune. 

Enter Jebkt, b. l, c, in, great haste. 

Jerry. Sir, sir, rnnl The Man and Beast is on Are; and your 
carpet-bag will get scorched. 

Pvi. Yes; but what's my carpet-bag to my life and death ras- 
ters, and two hat-boxes? What would the Queen say if John Put- 
kins lost his life-books and two liat-boxes. [.Eti*, i-, i« a harry, 

Jerry (watching kirn). That man's a study for a — a — what you 
call — a phreneolologist or a — a — physionogomist. He'd make a 
good grave-digger in Hamlet. (Seizing pumpkin on table.) Whose 
skull may this be? Yorick's? Alas, poor Yorickl I knew him 
well, Horatio; a fellow of infinite jest. Here hung the lips I've 
kissed how oft? Where be your jibes now; your jokes, that set Ilia 
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10 i-uiiaNS. 

table on a roar? Get to my lady's chamber, and tell her to thU tavot 
must Bho cume at last, if she isn't it already — old pumpkin-head 1 
Imagine this Mr. Census at a fire : Quick, man, quick I the fire ia 
getting in at your chanibpr window 1 What do we see ? He stops 
tiie foremun of the tub, lialf-way up the blazing Btairs, with a " Who's 
fonrgrandmotlier?" The tindauntcd Mose hurls him to the floor 
with bis hose-bntt. Sprin^ng to his feet, he brandishes a gigantic 
gooBe<iuiil iii the smoky air, and endangers the life of an old woman 
hurrying to the door, with a " If you love me, sweet woman, was 
there ever a Futkins in your family ? " 

Enter Phiebe, k. 
Fhcehe (not sf 
doesn't know, g. 
to consider. 

Jerry (in atnaiemenf). Who wants time, the old woman where 
the house's a-fire? Pshaw, Phiebe, I made the old woman up, 

Fhcebe. You here, Jerry? Ton made the old woman up? Wbat 
are-you talking about? I thought that strange man was here. 

Jerry. No, he's just gone. The Man and Boast is on fire, and 
he's run for his carpet-bag. Biit he's left his bodies. 

Fhabe. I wonder what they are? (Talcing up book.) Epitaphs 1 
Jerry. Epitaphs? 

Fkabe (frightened, and taking hold o/ Jebbt). 0, Jerry; do 
you know rra afrrtid of tliat dreadful man, going round in people's 
houses hunting afier dead men. 

Jerry. Don't be aft'aid of him. in these arms, Phcebe, yon are 
safe from alt the lunatics and dead men that ever escaped from a 
iiospital or a graveyard. But let's read his epitaphs. 

John Smith was my name, and I died in my sin, 

And I loaf with the unforgiven; 
For there never was yet — and they don't moan to begin — 
An angel niniied John Smith in heaven. 
John Sroiih was a fritnd of mine, Phcebe. In fact, he waa a good 
many fiiends of mine. But I shan't shed a tear — not one. LiCb 
isn't long enough, if I once get started — 
Fhabe (taking book aad reading), — 
Poor Jack, the sweep, 
Lies here asleep; 
He's sWopt out liis last flue; 
He stuck in a stack. 
And iie couldn't get back. 
And ids soul flew out of the flue. 
Poor little sooty ! How the family must have felt that owned thi 
chimney. 
Jerry. And how the chimney must have smoked. (Reads), — 
Strangers, pause, and drop a tear, 
A menagerie man, alasl lies here. 
He gatlicred hyenas and lions bold. 
Like Noah, the menagerie man, of old. 
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FktEhe {reads). — 

Hid in this duet is the pliysiognomy 
Of the spouse of Eerd. P. Economy. 

True to his name iu every particular, 
For a graveyard lot, 
A post-liole he bought, 
And ho buried lier — perpendicular. 
Jerry. Buried his wife \a a. post-ho!e, perpendicular? That man'l 
soul would have gone through the milliootb part of a pinhole without 
touching. 

Fhabe (reads) , — 

Ught be the earth on the dust of John, 

Anit Sally, ditto, on hers t 
Each was the other's paragon; 
And they were a pair o' gouers. 
How b?ailtiiUll What is a paragown, Jerry? 

Jerry. A penigown is a — a — no matter now. Yoit may want 
to know something else by and by, and I'll tell you all at once. 
^Putting on air of great wisdom, reads), — 
Hie jacet, a doctor, who, ore ho died, 
Called a consultation of M. D.'s to his aide. 
Give me your pills — I doo't dare take my own. 
They gave : in a wink, he was dead as a stone. 
Phale. I'll throw all of Aunt Titdy's medicine out of the win- 
dow. (Seiiies a bottle ; runs to leindov!,) 

Jerry. "Porbear, rash woman, forbear;" save your medicine, 
and give it to tlie poor. They dote on liitters as your devoted 
Jerry does on spruce beer. {Reading'), — 

Here lies an actor who played bo many characters that he for- 
got his own. His parts were principally ghosts ; and when he was 
called upon to give up his own, what a stage fright he must have 
bad, for there was no prompter in the litst act; and it was for 
the benefit of the author. E:iit, without knowing where he should 
appear next. 

I%xbe. O Jerry, Jenyj you never shall be an actorl 
Jerry. Tea, Phoebei I must leave tiiis stupid place. I must 
have a bigger field. 

J^CBhe. A bigger field? Your farm's so big now jou dLu't know 
what to do With it 

Jerry. Let's both go lou be the lady-loie and I the lover 
Listen to me First night of Jeremiah Dolliman and Phtei^ 
Twist. The house is jammed — pit, boxes, and skv galkry Now 
they laugh; now they cry They wave their handkerehiLis and 
throw their bouquets when Jerry, as Claude, pictures to his Pan 
line Phcebe, * A palace by the Lake of Ccmo, lilting to eternal 
' s marble nails, where we would have no friends that 
loafi-rs, — no, I mean loiers, — and read no bonks Ihil 
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vere not Ules of pirates, — no, no, I meim talea of love, — whita 
the perfumed light stole from — (trying lo remember Ike uofd) — 
fVom all-a-bustcr la,mpa, and every air iras henvy with the breath 
of orange groves, and music from — from thick boots — no, no, 
sweet lutea — ChaC gash forth i' the midst of roses." Dost like 
the picture, Fbcebe? 

J'habe. I dost. 

Jerry. Good. Then Jerry's career as a milkman is at an end, 
and the curtain will shortly rise on a new act of Ins life. 

Phmbe. Yea ; and I'll wear a beautjfiil dress vrith a satin skirt, and 
plaid stockings, and Sowers in my hair, and coraia on my neck ; and 
ereryliody will be asking where Phtebe Twist came from. Dear me, 
I sball never think of this old place again. But, Jerry, wliat will 
become of poor Aunt Tildyf I never thought of her. Who will 
take care of her when I am gone, and sit by her side when she's 
(ick, and read to her out of the good book? Who will look out for 
the hens, and pet the cow, and take care of the dog, and feed the 
cat? 'Twoald break all their hearM if their Phqebc went away and 
left tliem. (Throws her arms round Jehrt's neck, and cries hard.'} 

Jerry. There, there, Phtebe; don't take on ao. There's do dan- 
ger of our going away this evening, nor to-morrow morning. 

Flimbe. But that was a pretty lake you were going to lake me to. 
Where is it, Jerry ? 

Jerry. Well, really, I can't say. I know more about play-books 
than geography ; but I should guess it waa somewhere near the Gar- 
den of Eden. 

Ph<£be. The Garden of Eden ? Where's that ? 

Jerri/. You've got me again, I never was much on Sunday 
School questions. 

I%abe. But if you give up the milk trade, and fail in the acting 
business, what are you going to do then ? 

Jerry. Fail? Don't talk to me of fail. " In the bright leaicon of 
youth, there's no such word as fail." (Tears across ike stage tragi' 
tally, and runs into Putkiks, uiko enters, D. L. c. — Exit Jbbby, l.) 

Put. (collecting his breath). The fire was out before I got there. 
However, I gathered an item from a Breman that may lead to some- 
thing. (Observing Ph<ebe.) Well, miaa, what does your aunt say? 

PhtEbe. She says the first known Tildy was a tanner of great 
property. H.i9 partner's name she has forgotten. Thinks it began 
with P. 

Put. Began with a P ? Celestial initial ! 

Phcebe. No it isn't, sir. C is the initial for celestial. 

Pat. (abstractedly). Began with a P? Was my sainted Absalom 
V tanner? Like a hawk narrowing its cireles around its prey, my 
field of operations is narrowing ta t«mbs and tanneries. If I find 
bim not among the dead, I shall among the dyers. Young woman. 
By to your aunt, and beseech her, in my name as an officer of the 
crown, to ^ve me all the facts touching this P the tanner. 

Phaibe. Yes, sir; and while she is racking her poor old brain) 
about your P, can't you find her something about her T — her poo» 
a'om. iExit,iu 
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Put. Her poor Torn! Tom what, I wonder 1 The irorld swarms 
with poor Tom's. Perhaps it was Tom Tiidy. I'll look among my 
books and see. {Sits down, and turns over a look.') D. — G. — T. 
— Tinkleby — Tildy — why, here's a Tildy, to be sure. (As he says 
tkis, enter Phibbb, r., and Jbkrt, l. — They pavse ahd Helen.') 
I copied it from an old register : " Thotnae Tildy, imprisoned for 
many years in Spain, on conviction of being a leacler in the then 
late rebellion. Afterwards proved to be innocent. On his release, 
his ^mily had gone no one knew whither. Indemnified by the 
Spanish government, he became rich, and settled in Dunwich." 
(Hearing this, Ph(ebb and Jebby mati/ifssi great delight.) 

Phabe. I'll ^un and tell Aunt Tildy ; but I'm afriiid her heart will 
break with joy. [£ici( I'h<ebe. 

Jerry (coming for ward). I guess there's no doubt but you've hit 
Bie very poor Tom. 

JF^. I hope so, with all my heart. 

Jerry. As yon know something about everybody, did yon ever 
hear of a Dolliman Chat was a play-actor? If you have, I shall 
probably find out where I got my gsniis tat acting from. 

Pat. There are my books. Every item I pick up I put down. 

You can examine for yourself. (Jeerit sits, and looks over books.) 

Enter Fh(BBE, r. 

I^mbe. 0, sir I Ehe was so delighMd tliaC she burst out laugliiQg 
for joy. Then she fell to crying ; and it would have done your heart 
good to see her. She says you mustn't go away till she can see you ; 
and she'll be welt in a day or two. 

Put. Since it's rainy, and coming on dark, I will spend the night 
here, cert^nly. 

Phmbe. 0, that's good; and well have supper in no dme. 

Jerry (aside). I can't find a solitary Dolliman, actor or no actor. 
Ko matter, I'll start the family in the business. 

I^aebe. Come, Dolly, help roe get supper. 

Jerry. Get supper I (Aside.) That's the way. Whenever I 
begin lo feel like Julius Ctesar, somebody's sure to rinjj my infernal 
cow-bell, or tell me to help get supper. (Aloud.) O, yes, I'htebe, 
I'm coming. Your Komeo's coming, Juliet. 

i_Exeiint PiKEBi! and Jebby. b. 

Put, In the happiness which John Putkins seems to have had 
the good luck to bring into this poor family, he thinks he sees tlia 
Aurora of his own good fortune. 

Enter Jane Adigaii,, j,., in great haste, loaded with papers and 
books. 

Pat. (graciously bovring her in). Ahl Miss Perkins again ! 

Jane (aside). I've heard of a Putkins ; but I shan't tell him at 
once. (Sits. — Aloud.) I'm sorry I couldn't bring more dneu- 
ments, tor our garret is absolutely crammed with them, and it would 
take you a month to look 'cm ovisr. (Aside.) O, if he only wuuld 
spend a month in our garret ! 

Put. Garret full? (Aside.) To my tombs : 
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sddagarret. (^Sits mar her. — Aloud.") And did an;' of the name* 
you saw begin with n P? 

Jant. O, yes; there were the ((ieliJeririefy) Pottses, and the Pei- 
tere, and the Porridashea, and the — the — 

Pat. (fireakiitg in). And the Putfcinsea, hey? (Dramng np to 
her.) No? So then you can't persuade yourself, under any uiruura- 
stances, to introduce a Palhins into your family, hey? 

Jane (aside). There's that delioate question i^ain. (Almid.) 
Well, that depends upon the cireumstantes. If there were a montli's 
time, and — and — (^Playing teiih handkerchief, and looking sea- 
titaeiUally at PutrinS-) 

Put. If you can give me any informatioD respecting Absalom 
Puliins, you'll be perfectly satisfied with t!ic circumstancea, I assure 

Jane. O, Eir; if this was only in our kitchen, T migiit talk to you 

Put. Kitchen? Tell me of my Absalom, and I'd fly with you to 
any kitchen, feeling assured that it would be the last liitchon that 
John Pntkina would ever <?ondcscend to enter, even if it were a 

Jerry (pidting head into door, d. e. c). " Palace by the Lake 
of Como." \^Exit Jeeut. 

Pid. Did you speak, Miss Perkins? 

Jane. Not a word. 

Put. Then Putkina'a guardian angel mnst have accidentally 
Bpoken out loud. 

Jane (fi^ide). I can delay no longer. (^Aloud.) Yes, sir, I have 
heard of a Putkins- 

Pai. Heard of a Putkins ? ( Wild with astonishment and delight, 
PnrKiNS tears aerass the roam. — Aside.) She'a heard of a Putkins. 
(_Alcud.) Miss Perkins, I worship the very air you tread upon, the 
very ground you breathe. How can I repay you? I'll throw my 
arms around — (^Advances as if to embrace her. — Aside.) No, no; 
I'll be calm. (Aloud.) But where did you get your information from ? 

Jane. From some old family letters. 

Put. (aside). Those letters will make a millionnaire of mo. (Sits 
near her.) 

Ja/n^ (aside). Those letters will make a Putkins of me. O Abi- 
gail, you only ran over with a receipt for gruel, and you stumble 
vpon a receipt for making a husband. 

Put. Areyouconfldent itwas aP-u-t-k-i-n-a? (Spells it.) 

Jane, A genuine P-n-l>k-i-n-8. (Spells it, and looks over hiiers.) 

Put. (rising). I'm calm; perfectly calm. As unmoved as when, 
in the graveyarda of Wales, I came to the alphabetical comer 
where the P.'s were buried. Calm, yet stirred by a thousand un- 
epeakiihle emotions; not dizzy, yet standing on a pinnacle that has 
been building for twenty-three years and aeven montlis. With my 
rye ever fixed upon this hour, I have mastered a philosophy which 
disciplines me to bear this announcement with Ihu most sublime 
composure. In view of this event, which fur many years I have 
expected would happen the next minute, I iiiivc prepared a letter 
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— in fact, have prepared it and worn it out a dozen times a year 

— resigning my iiosition as census- tulter, whiuli, for divers roasons, 

— one of wliich was that I got my living out of it, and another 
that I had not then heard from my Jong lost Absalom, — hus not 
been sent till now. It is as follows : ( Taking from, Ms pockti a 
dirty, ragged documtnt, in an immense en-eelope.') " I, John Put- 
kins, census-taker, do hereby tender my resignation of such office; 
and beg that the amount of mj- salary unpaid be appropriated as 
tlie nucleus of a fund for giving a gravestone and a firsC'class epi- 
taph to every poor defiinct ee nsus- taker " — a ilite from which this 
angelic being lias just saved me. (_Seala it, and calls.) Jerry 1 
Young man 1 Here ! 

JUnler Jekkt, r. 

Jerry. Yes, sir; here I am. 

Put. Oblige me hy putting that document in the next post. 
(^GivesMia a sixpence.') 

Jerry. I'lt fly witli it. [Exit Jebrt, d. l. c. 

Jane. I've found the letter. Here it is. 1 will read an extract. 

Put. Miss Perkins, before w.e proceed further, let me observe that 
your interest in me and ray cause fills mo with tlie most unfeigned 
admiration ; and, in holding out to you the temptation of my liaud 
and — fortune — through your timely inslrnmentality — I venture 
to intimate that the transition from Petkina to Putkins is easy and 
nitturaL 

Jane. Mr. Putkins, in ceasing to be a Perkins, I feel the truth 
of your words : " Easy and natural, easy and natural." (^Aside.) I 
shall never forget that grue!. 

Fttt. How, my dear Abigail (dravnng vp closely toJier}, let's pro- 
ceed with the letters. 

Jane. Yes, my dear. What did you say your Christian name was ? 

Put. John. 

Jane. John, we will. (Reads,') "The Putkins you refer to was 
reported to be immensely rich." 

Put. The correspondent is correct. 

Jan« (continuing'). " He is of the family by that name in Sun- 

Put. Is it possible? Sundown was my native place. Go on, 
Jane. " He was to have been married, hut he was absent so many 
years that the young lady, supposing him dead, married another 

Put. She little knew what she waa losing. Dare say she married 
a beggar. 

Jane. " The young woman's name was — " 

Pvt. Some countess, 1 suppose. 

Jane. No, sir. There it is — Elmira Wilt. 

Pal. (starting wp in Uank amazement). Elmira Wilt? Elmira 
Wilt? Is it possible ! Abigail, the Putkins you have read about is 

Jane (shrieking, and falling hack in chair). dear! O dearl 
Rather than to have imposed upon you in this trying manner, your 
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